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See yal D 


Another gas station. Another piss break and shifting positions in the van. Another mind numbing lO-hour drive 
ahead of them before doing it all over again. Two cases of lukewarm beer silently placed in isolation after the 
whole incident in Laramie. The fear of them and their equipment being strewn across the interstate only barely 


outweighed their dependency on alcohol. 


Gear stick shifted as he pulled out of the gas station Only to go as far as the opposite side of the road, not 
knowing how long the others planned to be. Not wanting to block off the pumps and have some old time, sleep 


deprived truck driver come up and yell in his face. Not again. 


Having crawled over to the opposite side of the cab with a blanket and an opened packet of Reese's cups, Lars 
feels content to let the others off. Idly capping and uncapping the naggin of vodka that Dave had snuck into the 


glove compartment. Making a mental note to stash it away and hide it. Forbid him from driving for the next 6 


hours or so. Just in case. 


In truth, the pit stop should take about IO minutes, tops, though Lars had noticed how irritable the guitarists 
would get if they couldn't stretch their legs. And he didn't need another fight like the one back near the lowa 


border. Something about him being a control freak and how an extra 20 minutes wouldn't make any difference. 
Whatever man Tuckered out, he was content in his own silence - for once. 


The radio stations are fuzzy this far out. He'd spent about 5 minutes fiddling with the knob trying to tune it 
before giving up. Not worth it just to hear some guy with a Mid-Western accent tell him to stay tuned, on 
repeat. The station stayed locked, playing contemporary pop hits at a barely auditory volume. He decided to 
focus his attention back on the Seven-ll and adjoining 24-hour diner. 


Green eyes fixate more specifically on the lead guitarist, impatiently waiting to pay for gas. Head full of curls 
flicking up every couple of seconds or so, just to make sure the Dane was still seated up in the cab. Lars could 
have guessed he'd be doing as much. Tilting his head to the side in his hands as Dave rolled his eyes and 
pointed at the guy in front of him in the queue fiddling with coins. Innocent smile plastered on his face. Almost 


innocent anyways. Lars reciprocates, waiting for Dave to turn back. 
Smile falling the second he was out of eyesight. 


Two minutes later, the door bursts open and Dave bounds out. Running across without looking either way. Not 


that it matters. The freeway is so quiet he'd have heard the cars coming from a mile off. 

Cold air flushes in briefly, Lars absentmindedly wraps the blanket tighter around his small form. 

"Hey man, push over." 

And so he does, into the middle as Dave slams the door shut behind him. Long legs settling themselves in the 
foot hole, stretched wide as he deposits a fresh carton of Marlboro reds in the glove compartment. Neither 
noticing his missing naggin nor the way Lars’ upturned nose crinkles at the sight of the cigarettes. It isn't 


worth bringing up though. 


Lars resorts to sitting cross-legged on the seat. Head tilted once more, green eyes wide, looking up at the lead 


guitarist as he settles himself. 


Silence, only for a couple of moments, just while Dave licks his lips and thinks something to say. Lars feels no 
obligation to open his mouth. 


The rush to get out of the shop and into the van seems kind of pointless now. 


"You okay man?" A frigid cold hand comes to rest on Lars’ knee. Rubbing little circles over the denim of his 


jeans. One hand rising up his thigh, squeezing just under before coming right back to where it was. 


Nodding in response, Lars’ places his hand over Dave's. Face blank and unreadable, small mouth flat. Round lips 


closed. For once. 


"Yeah, I'm fine. Just kind of nervous for New York, y'know." Voice barely above a whisper. Tone neutral. Almost 


cold. 


Hands shake together in a weird sort of clasp. Dave's hand tight on his knee, rocking it slightly. His own only 
limply holding the guitarists. 


"Are you sure man, you've been acting," he pauses. Licking his lips again, locking eyes. 

"| don't know... Different." 

His free hand comes up to the drummer's round face, movements slow and uncertain, for once in his life. 

A change from the all-too many times Lars would have rather had gone slow. 

The callouses on his fingers feel nice though. Familiar. He almost can't help gently leaning into it. 

And he thinks about how he's glad he pulled out of the stop into the shadow and dark of the other side of the 
road. The county budget not stretching so as to bring streetlights out this far. Here, tucked up in the cab of a 
shitty U-Haul with nothing but all of their earthly possessions. Not much at all. 

Fucking zen And nice. And he feels the resolve he had not to give into Dave and his fucking charms crumbling. 


Not quite yet though. 


Back of his knuckles, rubbing over his cheek, thumb rubbing along his bottom lip. Just like he used to a year 
back when he tried to coax him into bed the first few times. 


He could tell that this forcefully imposed abstinence he'd put Dave through the past couple of days was 
starting to ware on him. And no groupies available for stress relieve. No Lars to lend a hand or mouth or ass 


to fuck 


Nothing but Dave, his hand and whatever mangy fucking bathroom he found along the way. Wasting the 
sachets of lube they brought out with them. 


And then it became a lot more than just Lars refusing to lie in the back of the van with him. On the same 
mattress they stole from Ron and kissed for the first time on 


It became Lars laughing at everyone else's jokes and not his. And barely looking him in the eye as Dave tried to 
talk to him. 


And in spite of himself, he found that missing that scrutinizing green stare was harder than dealing with it. 
The stare that would challenge him and say come on fucker, what are you going fo do now? 


And how it knocked him back to bft tall instead of a mile high. 


But Lars was here with him right now. Sat up with his legs neatly folded and a tired look on his face. 
He could guess why. 


That night, instead of two in the front and two in the back, they all decided to share the mattress in the back 
A tight fit for sure, but something between the fright of the crash and alcohol waring off made it all seem to 
fit together. 

About half an hour later, he woke up. Bare back on the freezing cold metal, he grabbed for the blanket, but 
found it trapped under his bandmates. Limbs tightly wound together, holding on as if each other was a life 
raft. As if not a single thing in the world would separate them. 


And there he was, ass on the floor. 


Whatever man, it could have happened fo any one of them, 


He'd said it over and over and over again. 
Lars' wouldn't listen, until he'd grab him and make him listen. 


its not my fucking fault man, stop this 
Í fold you, listen fo me, you little shit. Don't you believe me? 


And still he wouldn't listen, he'd just look up until Dave loosened his grasp so he could wiggle free. 
No, Dave. It only could happen to you 
A couple times Lar thought of cracking. It was just too much fun though. To see him uncomfortable and 


desperate. Just a small way of getting back at him after what happened in Wyoming and Laramie and every 
time he said "It could have happened to anyone of them. 


"It could have happened to any fucking one of them." Drunk behind the wheel through the Wyoming snow at 
midnight. Except it probably wouldn't have. Ever. He and Cliff never sat behind the wheel with more than one 
beer in their system. And James did everything within his power to not drive, happily taking up the least 


desirable seats as a form of compensation 


Dave didn't like to think about it. Not until he separated himself from the band one night to stretch his legs 
and came back to find them all cozied up at the opened back of the U-Haul. 


Legs swinging, laughing with a blanket draped over them. Lars in the middle, arms thrown over James and Cliff. 


Their arms thrown over him too. 

He'd think about how, even then in the freezing cold of the Midwest night they seemed so warm together. 

And how when he came back, they almost visibly shivered 

And Lars still didn't want to lie in the back with him. Even as his back was getting sore from constantly curling 
up in the front. 

"Is this about Wyoming?" 

Lars leans closer. Uncurling his legs to sit up slightly. Not quite up on his knees, just enough to tip forward. 


All he hears is Dave's breath. And maybe his heart pounding under the thin fabric of his shirt if he's quiet 


enough. 

"Yeah." He replies. Whisper feather light. 

Even though it wasn't really about Wyoming. It was about that, yes, and every bar they got banned from 
because of his fighting. Every time he flew off the handlebars for no reason. Every fucker who broke into 
their house at 4AM looking for a fix. And so many moments in between that Lars stopped trying to count 
them ages ago. 

But he'll leave it at Laramie, Wyoming for now. 


And right now, Lars hopes that Dave will play nice, because he isn't in the mood for a fight. 


And the warm hand on his face still feels really nice. 


"Well what would you do if | said | am so sorry about everything." 


He doesn't want to move. But the look of sincerity on Dave's face is playing with him. 


"What would you do if | said | was sorry for all of it. Everything. And seeing you looking down at that massive 
cross-country map and trying to hide your fear will be burned in my mind forever. And that if | ever put 
you, or any of the rest of the band in that kind of trouble again | don't know what will do with myself. | don't 
know if I'm anything without you." 

Lars’ lifts his hand and places it on Dave's chest, sneaking under the lapels of his opened leather jacket. Strong 


muscle underneath in contrast to his almost prominent ribs the lower his fingers travel. 


And it was petty to care so much. He was painfully aware of that. How juvenile he felt, as he sat here aged 19 
in the front seat of a car in a weird form of embrace. 
But Dave never admitted to anything, because it was always everyone else's fault. And that was also juvenile. 


He honestly hadn't expected Dave to crack so spectacularly. There was a weird beauty to it. 


He'd got his kicks. It was getting boring. And he'd be lying to himself if he said he wasn't in the mood to be 
fucked. 


Sat this close, he could see a scab healing along his cheekbone. 

Huh. When did that get there? 

He thought he had every crease and pore in Dave's face memorized by now. Probably happened while he was 
busy tuning his drums, drinking black coffee or jerking off in a gas station bathroom. When he was busy doing 
everything except looking at Dave. 

"I'd ask when we get to New York, will it be different?" 


‘OF course it will, baby." 


Baby. How Californian. 


The cracks along those perfect lips strain for a second as he smiles slightly and open a fraction to murmur, 
"C'mere." 


And so he does. Peeling the blanket off his slender shoulders. Edging ever closer until he feels a large hand 
rest underneath the back of his thigh. Lifting him over and across with ease. 


Thin legs fold neatly on either side of Dave's lap. Not lowering any bit until he feels a hand in his hair and 
round his neck gently tug him down to sit. The hand under his thigh rising higher until it came to rest on his 


hip. Fingers idly played and pulled on a loose thread on the bottom of his shirt. Cut. 

Cut with the same scissors he used to cut off the sleeves. Cut to fit him better and not hang over his hips 
and thighs like a dress. Like Dave said it did one night as he stripped out of his spandex pants. Looked like he 
was begging to be bent over and fucked, he said. 


When he woke up the next morning and made a bee-line for the kitchen and the drawer where the scissors 


were kept. 

Just to spite him. 

Sat here on his lap, though, he almost wished he'd kept it long. 

Lars slowly pushes himself down further and hums quietly to himself. Wrapping his bandaged fingers around 
the back of Dave's neck for leverage, he leans down and places his head down in the junction between his head 
and neck. Breathes him in. 


The same unwashed, off brand cologne smell he'd grown accustomed to over the past year. 


It felt nice here. Pushed up against Dave's chest, feeling the rhythmic rise and fall and his slightly accelerated 
heartrate. Lars' little hands rubbing up and down the thin fabric of his tatted tee. It felt nice to be held. 


And he'd think of Dave telling him to keep his head down and shut up as he invited sketchy strangers to their 
house for their fix. And he'd want to climb out his lap, out of the van and out of the state. 


And call and call and call Kirk Hammett until his voice is hoarse. 


And then he'd think of Dave breaking that guy's leg. Phil Sandoval. In that bar. 

Up by Pasadena, 54 East Colorado Blvd. 

Remembering Dave taking him home and just holding him. Even as he protested. 

He'd think of that and want to melt into his side and breath him in until his dreams of world domination would 
manifest themselves into reality. 

He feels Dave breath him in too. Nose just by his ear, in his hair. 


"What are you thinking Lars?" 


The hand on his waist tightens, he can almost feel the bruises forming, not that he cares. Pushing him down 
and rocking him slightly. Whisper right in his ear. Breath warm along his cheek. 


"Honestly? How much | missed this.” 
That, yes. 


And how he regretted every conversation he had with James about Kirk. About how nice a guy he was. How 


good a fit he was and how good a guitar player he was. 

Regretting the phone book, tucked away in the back of the van with the number of a New York greyhound bus 
company circled in red. 

But maybe it wasn't the best time to think about it now, as Dave leans in closer and captures his lips with his 
own. Slow as he moves his hands once more and settles Lars more on his lap, ass just over his cock. 

It just feels so fucking good to be held. And to have Dave whisper in his ear, saying /m sorry baby. 

It feels so good and he feels so bad he wants to fucking cry. 

Dave's lips attack his neck, for what feels like the first time in fucking ages. The skin feeling more tender and 
raw than any time he could remember before. Half-way to healed. He couldn't help bucking down as Dave 
moved from his neck to biting at his bottom lip till it felt like it would almost bleed. 

That was one thing he learned about Dave early on Fucker loved to mark his territory. 

His moan is quickly swallowed up as Dave grips him by the back of his head and forces his tongue in. Just like 
it was supposed to be. Lips moving together in reckless abandon, as every noise he emits is consumed by Dave. 
Just like he is. 

He bucks down again. 

"Shhh..shhh. you're so eager, baby." 

There it was again. Baby. 

Baby, | love you. Dont worry, Lars, | won't let that fucker, or any other fucker touch you as long as | fucking live. 
If he does, 


MI fucking kill him. Trust me. 


Baby, | love you too, but James and I have a date booked for you to leave our band forever, a bus picked out and 
all. 


You'll fucking kill us We dont trust you. 
And he forces his own tongue in Dave's mouth too. Just to shut up his own thoughts. As if it's any help. 
The hand on his ass snakes forward to undo the button of his jeans and Lars can't find the air in his lungs. 


Too focused on the breathing in his ear and how warm he feels. How he feels his only source of warmth is 


coming from the hand on his crotch, the hand still at his waist and the body underneath him. 

"| don't think we have time for foreplay, do we? What do you think" Dave's signature cocky smile returns to 
his face. Lars feels like it's been ages since he's seen it. Maybe he just wasn't looking. A selfish part of him 
hopes that Dave just didn't smile unless it was for him to see and observe. 

"Do you have any lube with you?" 


Dave looks up, satisfied with the answer to his question 


He continues working his hands over Lars’ crotch. Toying with the button and sucking on his bottom lip and he 
feels Lars roll his hips in time with some sloppy rhythm in his mind. 


Removing his lips for a second to bury his face back in his hair, just breathing and breathing and feeling. 


"Jacket. Left pocket." 


The small, bandaged hand reaches in and snatches the sachet between his fingers before shifting to wriggle his 
jeans down, pushing and tearing at them. Barely thinking. Pulling and pulling and struggling until he finally gets 
them off most of the way, bunched around his ankles. 


Legs now free, he folds them again on either side of Dave's and grabs his jaw, briefly taking control. Pulling 
Dave's head to the side, he slides his tongue back in. Raking his hands over his shoulders and back. Scratching 
the worn leather of his jacket with stubby fingernails. Pushing himself down and grinding. Moaning at his own 
movements as he feels a satisfied smirk break out on Dave's face once more. 

Even with his eyes tightly screwed shut, he can tell. 

His hands feel shaky too. And clammy, despite the cold in the booth and he just wants Dave's belt off. He 
wants his tongue in his mouth and his hands back on his hips, neck, small of his back, cock. Everywhere. He 
wants Dave's kind words again. He wants to be told he's a good drummer, a good person. That he deserves this. 


He grasps at the button on Dave's jeans. 


Does he deserve it? Does Dave deserve this? 


The hands working his cock and kneading his ass shut his mind off for him. 


Dave can feel the desperation coming from the man in his lap, pulling and tugging and breathing on his neck. 
Leaving open-mouthed kisses on his cheek, the side of his lips and along his jawline. Sloppy and wet. He feels his 


own composure slipping too. 


Its not like they'd never fucked in a car before, but the logistics always feel weird. He was lucky that Lars' is 
short enough to not wallop his head off the ceiling, as long as his legs are splayed wide enough, and he keeps 
him close enough to his chest. Watching out for the gear stick and hand brake. 


He loves it and he doesn't really know why. Half how small and enclosed it feels, half how risky it feels, how 
someone can knock on their window any minute and catch them. He's always down for a good fight. News to no 


one. 


Lars hates that aspect. Especially out here in Middle America. Though this far out, where barely the light 


from the store reaches them past the glimmer in their eyes, it probably doesn't matter. 
Dave briefly lifts himself to tug his jeans just down his thighs, Lars keeps a vice-like grip on him for balance. 


"Hmmm... I've missed this." He hears the Dane repeat, moving his hand slowly up and down his shaft. His turn 
to emit a low moan as he feels Lars pick up the pace, fingers still delicate and soft. Just how Dave likes it. 
Those fingers moving and spreading the precum that's gathered just there, just while he tries to position 
himself. 


He catches Lars' hand, the one with the lube and snatches it off him before tearing it open and spreading a 
generous amount over his fingers. God, he fucking loves seeing Lars come undone like this. His eyes dark and 
looking down at him like he's the only thing that matters in the world as he moves his hand towards Lars' hole, 


his fingers webbed with lube. Not entering yet though. He wants to hear him say it. 

Because he knows Lars hates this question. When he's hard as hell and the wires in his brain are perfectly 
crossed. How he's waited for like a fucking week to get here because Lars had to be a bitch as usual and get 
on his nerves. And all of a sudden, Dave doesn't feel as obliging anymore. 

"What do you want Lars?" 

He gets ignored, he just feels those hot lips return to the side of his mouth and that little body on his lap 
push down demandingly, Lar's hand reaching out aimlessly to try and push those fingers inside him. Make his 
feel full. 

And Dave's not having it. 


"Hey, hey, Lars, baby." 


Baby. 

You're gonna have to fucking tell me what you want, okay?" voice teasing. 

Lars just wriggles a bit more until Dave grabs his jaw, pats his cheek and forces his eyes up. 
Thumb resting on his lips until he feels them open to respond. 

‘| want you to- fuck’ 


Dave harshly pushes two fingers in without warning, keeping them still. Keeping a close eye on the way Lars’ 
nose screws up and his head falls against his chest. The way his shoes curl inward. Watching as the Dane 


scowls. At him, almost relishing in his discomfort. 
"What was that?" 
"Fucking hell Dave, /" 


Fingers press in further, curling and opening and Lars realizes right then that despite how much he wants this, 
it is going to be done under Dave's conditions. Only when he says what Dave wants him to say and does 
whatever Dave wants him to do. He can protest and whine and only get so far because Dave will always kiss 
him deeply and shut him up until he gives up. And he hates that. And he remembers why there's a post-it 
note in his bag with Kirk Hammett's phone number. 


"I fucking want you to fuck me." 


"Ah see now that wasn't too hard." 


He finally pushes in and Lars relaxes around him. And it feels like he's back fucking home. No place to live, no 
place to fucking go and nothing feels as right as his and Lars' body calling out for each other and joining 
together. 


And they can fight and fight and fight and scream and argue and still find their rhythm again here like this. 
And that's what home is to Dave right now. 


Even as his body shakes, Lars finds the strength to push his legs up, only to drop down immediately, fucking 
himself on Dave's cock, setting his own pace, regardless of whatever Dave is doing. He grabs the back of his 
neck and wraps his fingers round the nape of his leather jacket and wild curls. He barely notices Dave's hands 
settle themselves on his hips helping him set his pace. Gripping tightly enough to bruise. He's too focused on 


taking control, even if he knows his thighs and calves will ache tomorrow from the work. 


"You're fucking gorgeous, you know that right" Lars feels the breath in his ear before he registers the words 
and their meaning. "Fucking gorgeous right here as you fuck yourself on my dick, | love you like this.” 


And he stops, stops doing the work and leaves it up to Dave now. Stubbornly not wanting to give him that little 
satisfaction. Though Dave seems more than happy to take the reigns. Dragging his body impossibly closer and 
thrusting his hips up relentlessly. Taking over from Lars sloppy and shaky rhythm with his own quicker and 
rougher one. His lips going straight for Lars' neck as he tilts his head and lets his eyes roll into the back of his 
skull. 


One hand rough on his hips, keeping him still. The soft lips on his neck turning to rough teeth, just pulling and 
biting at the skin. Aggressive. Accusatory. 


Lars' fingers tug harshly on his hair, almost to the point he feels he's about to rip it out and see little red 
strands get caught in the adhesive of his bandages. He almost wants it to happen. And at the same time every 
time Dave whispers in his ear, he can't help moaning his name. 

"Do you like that?" 

"Dave, |-" 


"Yes Lars?" 


Each moan cut off by another thrust, right in that one spot that drives him mad. That Dave knows how to hit 


with ease like no one else. 

"|-Fuck" 

And in his stupor he finds Dave's mouth again, open and waiting for him as he wants to shut off his own mind 
once again. His fingers still tight in his hair as he feels Dave fuck his mouth with his tongue in the same 


manner as he's doing with his cock. Feeling Dave's own moans bubble up and rumble in his chest. 


He forgets whatever he was going to say. 
Mustn't have been important. 


Dave moans in tandem with him, his pace quickening and becoming more forceful as he nears his end. Thrusting 
up harsher and harsher with each new roll of his hips, driving Lars wild every time till he feels like he's about 
combust and lose himself. 

"Fuck, I'm gonna-" 


"Yeah, fuckin! whatever. Me too." 


They finish together, shaking and holding onto each other and it feels like it should be sweet. 


Dave feels whole again. Moving his hand to stroke the drummers chestnut hair. Like he has him back. He's his 
again. 

Lars feels the pit in his stomach grow heavier and the white noise in his head grow louder and louder. The 
rage he worked himself into earlier still tugging for attention in his mind. 

He doesn't even think as he pulls off his cum covered shirt and tosses it to the ground. The bright lights of 
the Seven-ll start registering again and once more he can't decide if he wants to jump out of the van or lean 
in closer to the body of warmth just in front of him. 

Dave lifts him briefly, just enough to slip out and tuck himself back in his jeans. 

One option includes him running out in the cold and the dead of night. 


The other one simply requires him to lean forward, embrace the two arms now encircling him with the 


discarded blanket from earlier. 
In the end the decision isn't all that hard. 


Not like he has much time left anyways. 


